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falls. Stain on the Sisodia race, impure of Rajput blood,
may your head be covered with dust, as your deed has
covered us with unutterable shame! Die childless, and
your name with you!

BHIM SINGH: You can utter no curse too heavy. I
hear you like my own mind outside myself.

SARUP SINGH (in an ecstasy of fury}: If words could
blast you, I could speak for ever! There must be worse
than words waiting for you. Search your skies for storm!
It cannot be that die gods will remain silent!

AJIT SINGH: An evil fate wrote this in the doom of
the Sisodias.

SARUP SINGH: There is no evil fate, except the evil
fate of being Sisodias. This is the end of our centuries of
boasting and barbaric pride! The gods have written our
sin in the suffering of a child, that we might bow our
heads in the dust for ever. (To BHIM SINGH.) Ah, traitor
to our line, had the whole world any maiden like our
Flower of Rajasthan? If, coward as you are, you had not
scorned owing safety to deception, could you not have
let her lie hid, while you sent some meaner victim to
death? Another day, and Sangram Singh would have been
here with your followers. They were not three leagues
away at sunset, when I left them and came to gather
your guards and make our defences sure. He will be here
before midnight to curse the coward he is hurrying to
save,

BHIM SINGH: Sarup Singh, you yourself have $&d that
I have no followers, What force is Sangram Singh
bringing?